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real, the ancient India, for he is a true representative of
this land of spiritual giants."
I questioned Kara Patri about his wandering life.
"Don't you have any extra clothes for winter?"
"No,  this  is enough."
"Do you carry any books?"
"No, I teach from -memory those people who wish to
hear me."
"What else do you do?"
"I roam by the Ganges."
At these quiet words I was overpowered by a yearning
for the simplicity of his life. I remembered America,
and all the responsibilities that lay on my shoulders.
"No, Yogafianda," I thought sadly for a moment, "in
this life roaming by the Ganges is not for you".
After the sadhu had told me a few of his spiritual
realizations, I shot an abrupt question.
"Are you giving these descriptions from scriptural lore
or from inner experience?"
"Half from book learning," he answered with a straight-
forward smile, "and half from experience".
We sat happily a while in meditative silence. After
we had left his sacred presence, I said to Mr. Wright,
"He is a king sitting on a throne of golden straw."
We had our dinner that night on the mela grounds
under the stars, eating from leaf plates pinned together
with twigs. Dishwashings in India are reduced to a
minimum!
Two more days of the fascinating kumbha; then north-
west along the Jamuna banks to Agra. Once again I
gazed on the Taj Mahal; in memory Jitendra stood by
my side, awed by the dream in marble. Then on to
the Brindaban ashram of Swami Keshabananda.
My object in .seeking out Keshabananda was con-
nected with this book. I had never forgotten Sri Yuktes-
war's request that I write the life of Lahiri Mahasaya.
During my stay in India I was taking every opportunity
of contacting direct disciples and relatives of the Yog-
avatar. Recording their conversations in voluminous
notes, I verified facts and dates, and collected photo-
graphs, old letters, and documents. My Lahiri Maha-
saya portfolio began to swell; I realized with dismay